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In bewilderment. On his part ho folt
su immenso reliof to find' that tho
young woman was not'lesslo and bore

4 M. H. CARDNER, Publisher. no rescmblance to her except in goneral
—- figure.
»BAXTER SHRINGS, - - KANSAS “Madam,” he sald, “you will pardon
this intrusion when I tell you that I am
- T wrenoo WFagie, of Kansas(Oity. 1
OLD-FASHI »/ LY 9AR, "‘h‘l’l’tonx hajo both hoan ed upon
My old man g’ i outy i | snd’botwos uswe way bo jable to set
b, w? ¥ % " o
A’ Just about nothin' worth talkin' sbout; witterd righ
At dinner be looked ot the bread with o trown, | ‘I don't understand you,” replicd
. Au'sald 1t was burnt, whea ‘twas oaly dono | “Mrs. Drano,” *but you can sit down.”
rRwR. : Me. Drano complied and after a pause
Now I've been housekeepin' so long, 1 have | began:
As u}ﬁmt hax, when my cookin’ gots burnt *You eem 10 beat my asme, zadam,
a8 e % " guta i | but 1 am quite certain that you have no
Ho don't necd to fus1 aboutnothin', ek | right to it. "You see, a follow stole fmy
clothes and money some days ago and
Most 1ot s, o1 s materf oo, | procded o masquorado around. tho
1°11 do no such thing, but Il noon ot himsee | COUNtry under my name, bringing me
Ho don't guin & cont’s worth by fussin’ withme. | into all l;‘indsl:)f trouttlln. hl knﬁw l::
: came to New IHaven, for he collee
. He'll &n:l:mr?t bread means, noxt weck, money hero in my namo.” ‘ X
- Jie does bute biled onions: T'll cook some to-| Mr. Drano hesitated. *Mrs. Drano
mOrrow; wasdreadfully paleand he disliked be-
- won't way & word to mako talk o the town, | yond measure to explain to hor that her
.Butl;l';e:: my old man whod cookin'sdone | o oreiagre was invalid and that cven
—Tezas Siftings, | Were it gonuine she had been tricked
by » penniless adventurer and crimin-
al.
THE VIGTIM *1 didn't have nothing to dowith it;"
remarked the young woman, faintly.
OF Wis This language struck Lawrenco as
strange, coming from a wealthy woman,
: C L o I H E S ¢ | but her ignoraace only made hor situa-
tion the moro pitiable.
Howard Flelding and Frederick R. Barton *1 have no guestion,” ho hastened to
b :._. say, “that you havo acted with tho
[Coryricat, 1520.] utmost innocence in the matter, and it
—— is excoedingly painful for me to tell
B .CHAPTER IX.—CONTISUED, you that your husband's name is not

“MRS, L. DRANE."

Jimmy opened the door invitingly,
“intensely relieved that .the escaped
maniac should show no signs of viol-

ence, but Lawrenco held back.

*Why do you ask these things?" he
JInquired.

] ropresent the Evening Dispatoh;;
.and we like to get interviews from

prominent mon who favor New Haven
with o visit." . Y

“Young man,” said Lawrence, layinz
‘his hand impressively on Jimmy's

shoulder; whereat Jimmy jumped about
a rod backwards and got bohind a chair.
““Young men," continuned Lawrence,step-
- ping forward, somewhat oxcited at this
»encounter and the strangencss of it, “'1
. inownothing whatever about crops, and
what few mortgages I hold are my con-
corn and of no intorest to the public.”

Jimmy looked discouraged, and Drane
' foolishly supposed that ho had sottled

tho business and rid himsell of the an-
poyance. He even felt some wholly un-

1 DECLINE TO DE ISTERVIEWED,

ynecessary compunctions of conscience at

having been so rude to the young man.
However, he said nothing more, but
walked rapidly away.

The reporter, of course, followed him

and did not lose sight of him until he
turned into tho Deaver House. Then
Jimmy ran to tho nearest telegraph
.office and sent this dispatch toa New
York newspaper: *1,000. words inter-
view with Lawrence Drane, escaped
maniac. . Very violent. Shall have him
locked up in half hour.”

This done he returned to the Deaver
House, learned that the gentleman bad
gone up-stairs to see a friond, sont a
message to police headquarters and sat

.down to write a glowing account of the
,capture, which ho regarded as good us
.consummated, for his local paper and
Bis New York patron. He had directed
wthe answer to his telegram to be sent
to the Beaver House, and it came just
.88 two stalwart policemen from head-
.quarters hurried in. Jimmy began to
.explain thd situstion to dham-_aw'
.opened the énvelope, but when he

the dispateh his jaw dropped in a way
that threatened to rend his countenance
#n twain. This was the cditor’s an-
Jawer:

“Don't want it. Must bo mistaken.
Drane in custody here. Captured last

aight.”

,sure that he was right, and 50
-earnestly that thoy consented to stay
awhile and take a look at tho alleged
Lawrence Drane.

Mmq:; thlvlc&_ x q:‘rthh mult
“had scan “the ver
House on thé just d&ﬁut to

-the theft of hhcm:::“hhmmw
LAt & time that y.
R Y g b
-to find this ensry:
c"lr. and Mre. L. Drane, Eansas
" It’_"

Ho learned that *“Mrs. Drano™ was in
and sent up to hera card with his own
name scrawled upon it. In due time he
was ushered to the door of the best
room in the bouse. He knocked and
-entered at once.

A richly-dressed young woman ran
' v -quickly acrosa the room crying:
“Whore have you been? and why—"
gave a faint scream and

The policemén growled snd poked |’
fun at the reporter, but Jimmy was so | .

Drane, and that he is not the wealthy
man he ropresented himself to be.”

“Mrs. Drane" was greatly agitated,
and 4n order pots fdrther to embarrass
her Lawrendo rose and walked. aéross
the roomto a window. A big steamer
trunk hod been placed there. It was
plastered all over with customs slips of
vadlous countries, and conspicuous
among them was a tag such as is usod
by pt ' who wish to havo their
baggage available during a voyage. It
rond:

WANTED.
Mus. Bessie [lanLaxo,
BuFrFaLo, N. Y., AMERICA.

Finst Canx, No. 137,

There wero more words than these,
but the namo and address of tho owner
were onough to startle him and throw a
great light-on the situation. This **Mrs.
Drane” must be the servant who had
run awny with his Bessie’s property!
What a complication! She believed
the rascally tramp to bo rich; ho be-
lieved her to be the posscssor of thir-
toen mildions; they had married. What
an awakening foreach!

This discovery, howover, had to be
vorified; and thedishonest young woman
who had brought Dessio Harland so
much troublo must bo punished for it.
Lawrence felt that he must move with
exceeding caution. [le turned, hardly
certain a8 to what course ho should take,
when the young woman, blushing fitful-
ly and with quivering voice, said:

My husband's name ain't Drano at
all, at least he said it wasn't. 1 was
truly married to him right in this town,
and T can ptoveit. If you know where
he is—"

“He's locked up in New York,” ex-
plained Lawrenco as sho paused. The
young woman's oyes flashed, nlmost joy-
ously, Mr. Drano thought, and ho won-
dered at it. She becamo suddonly very
gravo and continued:

1 hope you. won't be mean with me.
If you will go with‘me to the minister
that marriod us, I can prove what 1 say,
and p'r'aps he'll help us™

] fail.vo sco what good that will do,™
said Lawrencoe.

“Jtut | want you to know that T was
really married,” persisted the young
woman. *“Then I'll tell you all how it
happened, If you won't got mo into
trouble.”

»] will agree not to get you into
trouble,"” replied Lawrence, “if you will
give mo the correct address of Mrs. Bes-
sie Harland, and if you will also return
“her property to her.” Y

This blunt pequest came pretty, near
leaving o fainting womanon Mr. Drane’s
bands. Her blushes left her face and
she collapsed into the chair like a limp

goneh
o M. AR S ']

o ign ﬁm JLIEE A LUNATIC,"
rag. Lawrence hastened to thrust var-
wﬁ)h that he saw ona

into her and be fannod
hor vigorously with his bat.

1t was some timo beforeshe recovered
sufficlently to acouso him of desiring to

- play some triek upon hor. ‘He protosted

that such was not his intention and
urged her to bLe calm, promising to go
at once to the clergyman's if she would
awrite the desired address. This she
finally did and thon rotired to dress fo
the stre While be was walting

that had mot |
about et
conclusion was that

'y She stopped.
ssank into a chair, staring at Lawrence

sire  bofiig ' 'to ' Pousess s’ sithposed
M'?q - o vand] wl o hat'W
When at last thoy wtarted-down-stalrs,
the young woman thrust her Hand ihto
Wis arm and loaned heavily upon b
e .

-4 wm 80 upset by this.” -
Lawrvence galisntly undertook the
bwwdon; and as they passed through the
offico-hé saw his acqualntance, Jimmy,
thie' voporter, . watching him narrowly:
Two policemen were there, teo, and s
he passed them he heurd one of them
say: ; g N
“He does
tie; for a fact.”

: CHAPTER X. s Ay

At all seasonable hours the streets of
New Haven are full of pretty girla.
They are merry girls, too, who ke te
laugh when thero's any thing funny dn
gight. Drone, with the: bogus Mra.
Drane trpon his arm, passed some thou-
sands of thom, or at least he could have
sworn that be did, and they all looked
out of the cornors of thoir eyes, and
grinned with the corners of thelr
mouths.

It is barrowing to be the object ef
this kind of attention. It suggests the
possibility of a practical jokor's pladard
on one's back, or a black mark along-
side ono’s nosc. - Drane investigated the
subject as well as he could by feeling
stealthily up and down his back, snd
using his handkerchief with great vigor.
But for the life of him be comddn’t find
any thing calculated to create #0 much
innocent amusement.

*[ suppose I look funny without my
mustache,” be thought, *but hang me If
I should expect people to notice it who
nover saw mo before.”

Then'he glanced down upon his com-
panioh, -and beheld upon her coun-
tenanco an expression which atonce ex-
plained the situation. She looked as
no woman evor does excopt when she's
oither sca sick or in love, A honcymoon
smile of tho most aggravated type
transformed her rather comely face into
tho familiar mask of imbeeility; and
not even the blank stare with which he
met her upturned eyes, moved hor to
modifly a single dotail of her ridiculous
grimaco.

*Sho must be crazy, too," he thought,
with a shudder; unconsciously meld-
ing'thoe phraso of his idea to fis thopop-
ular judgment regarding his own
mental condition. “Poor girl;. her dis-
appointment has turned her brain.™

She steered him into ‘& side streot;
and just as ho wus trying to thinkof &
delicate way in which he could urgoe her
to discontinuo looking st him in- that
disquieting fashion, sho paused boforea
gate and said:

“This is the minister's house, the
Rov Mr. Knowles, the man who marriod
us, you know."

There was a painful ambiguity about
hor words which perplexed .Brane to
such an extent that a servant had ush-
ered them handily into the good pastor's
study beforo he recovored his seil-pos-
session.

A venerable gentleman rose from a
large chair, and greeted thom with cour-
tesy.

“You remember me, don't you?" said
tho girl, before Drano could open his
mouth. “I'm Nellie Blake, or I was be-
fore you married me to Mr. Drane, last
Tuesday.™

She simpored in o most distrossing
way and looked up at Drane. He felt
his hair scirring st the roota for ho saw
now that lunacy was the only explana-
tion of the girl's conduct.

“| ought to explain—""ho began.

But the ministor stopped him with a
wave of the band.

“No explanation i3 roquired, Mr.
Drane,” said he. *“I remember you per-
foctly, and | do trust that nothing has
happened in this short space to mar the
hoppiness which 1 sincercly wished you
when | made you oneo.”

*Nut my dear sir—" cricd Drane, in
horror.
riggle.

“You sco, sir, it isn't roally much of
any thing,” sho said, “‘and perbaps we
ought not to have bothered you about it;
but the truth is I've lost the certificate
you gave me. I'm justasstupid as 1 can
be, but I can’t help it." .

“Oh! if that is all—"

“But it isn't all. It isn't balfol it"
Drane oxclaimed. *“The truth ls—"

»Now, you naughty boy,"” cricd Nellle,
putting her hand playfully over his
mouth, *I shan't let you go on this

way."

“Some trifling disagreemont,” sald the
Rov. Mr. Knowles, smiling good-natured-
ly. “I havo no doubt that it can bo re-
paired as easily as tho loss of the cer-
tificate.”

“Sir," sald Drane, breaking loose from
the restraining hand, *I assure you that
it is your duty to—"

“And 1 sssure you, sir,” sald the old
olergyman, with dignity, “that it Is
your duty, as It ls your privilego, and
should be your delight, to bo over kind,
forbearing and geatle with the woman
who bas given you tho bomest affection
of hor heart, and whose hand | joined
with yours in this very room. Look at
hor now."

Nellie had fallon upon a sofa and was
sobbing with Industrious vigor. “You
have brought tears to bereyes.” Nellie
pretonded to wring out hor handker
chiel. *“Shemight aintwith thedisap-
pointment at your very feet!"

look like ch ln;v

o

mniuduwhup‘hhrmd Drane, and
forth ore remonstrancos

&

for him, her only do- ¢

Nellie interrupted him witha |,

Fchoerfully; “lot’s have no more hard

Nellio began to fajst with & rigid do-

it ho sald: ;

*My dear sir, you are wholly mistaken
in this mattor. J am not the man who
married this young woman, and | have
never bhad thoe pleasure of secing either
hor or yoursol! beforv to-day.”

know her own husband?' asked the
rovorond gontloman, with great sur
prise. *“This is proposterous.”

“She knows perfectly well that I sm
not her husband,” ‘said Drane. “For
some purpose of her own she has lured
me here, and has claimed me before
you, and you have pretended to recog-
nize me. But for the honesty that I read
in your face, sir, ] should be tempted to
soy that this was all a groat conspiracy
to entrap me." }

“Young man,” said Rev. Mr. Knowles,
with deop severity, *'I mever forget a

face. | knew you by your necktie!”
It was the one article of cnous
apparel which he had re since

the firat exchange with the tramp in
the Turkish bath. He cursed it in his
soul,

“But look st we more closely; look
into my face!” he exclaimed.

Rev. Mr. Knowles pulled a pair of
spectacles down from his forobead and
approached Drame with a grim de-
termination to make sure of hinx writ-
ton all over his usually benign coun-
temance. Drano Tifted up his head and
Tooked straight at the glittering gold
rims of the glasses, He felt certain
that he should not fail of an acquittal if
ones he was properly imspected.

Bnt Rov. Mr. Knewles made an error
which is alarmingly common in cases
where personal identity is at Issue. He
fixed his gaze rigidly on tho one thing
which had previously misled him—the
necktie—and to all intents and pur-
poses his scrutiny went no further. And
oh, how he did identify that necktle.
How he reached in and pulled its secret
out! Howdead certain, how immovably,
unutterably positive ho was, when he
raised his oyes from it and pushed up
his glassos again, that that was the ver-
itable necktie with which be had for-
over united tho fate of Miss Nellie
Blake. Then he glanced st Drane's
face with his unassisted eyes; saw
simply a physiognomy with the cus-
tomary number of featurcs on it, and
was convinoed.

“I was not mistaken,” said he, “and I
am at a loss to understand your con-
duet.”

It takes a really good man to be fixed
in orror: but doubt is the eternal por-
tion of the unregencrate. The Rev. Mr.
Knowles was more cortain that be bad
married Drane, than Drane was that he
hadn't.

“Why," continued Mr. Knowles, “if
it was your intention to cast this woman
off did you bring her  here whore your
iniquity was almost certaln to trans-
pire?” -

*1 didn't bring her hore," said Drane,
despondingly, “'she brought me.”

“So B supposod; so | supposed, young
man,” and the Rev. Mr. Knowles frownod
in groatdisapprobation, “but now that

you are here lot me exhort you to do
your whole duty. What reason you have
for denying your wife Ido not know.
[lave you any thing to say against her
charactor?

“Heaven forbid,” said Drane, hastily.
“That is & subject on which I never say
any thing.”

“You have the instincts of a gentle-
man,” the old clergyman said, slowly.
| notlced that when you were here be-
fore; especially then, | may add, for
your behavior to-day has left much to
be desired.”

*| am greatly indebted to the sbomin-
able tramp who onsted me on that
ocrasion,” exclaimed Drane, with bitter
emphasis, *‘and | regret that his ropu-
tation should suffer during my tempo-
rary uso of my own name."

“Come, come,” said the genial pastor,

words. Come, Nellle, give your hand to
your husband once more in my presence,
and start anew on what 1 trust will be
a bappy lifo together.”

Nellio rose with great alacrity and ad-
vancod to Drane, who stood in sullen
dismay.wondering what the woman's ob-
ject was and how far she would allow
tho ridiculous game to

Mcanwhile Rev. Mr. Knowles had
shiftod his spectacles from his forohoad
to the end of his nose, and he beamod
more bonignly over them than under
thoem if possible.

“1 sman old man,” sald he, “and you |

“Do you niean tosay that she doesa't | *
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They wero all so much

they did not hear the door
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fast, and wothing qpuld
Bessie gave s listle nigh
most a sob, and sank upon the
Thero were first-rate prospects of
uine faint now, snd Drane's agony wis

tely inoreased. v
At the sound ef her late mistress’
sob, Nellie turned ber head, and when

;
{

i

sofa, threw up hor bead with a pitiful
little attempt at dignity and said:

“Mr. Drane, } eame to this city be-
cause I believed that you were §ll andin
trouble, and I hoped to help you as you
once helped me. A young man, whom I
beliove to be a representative of the
pross, directed me to this house. Thst
explains my presence; but, of courss, I
gm”myno lJonger. I must say good-

yo.” ; : :

“There, sir; didn't T téll you your
name was Drane!” exclatmed Bev. Mr.
Knowles, who had been fairly bursting
with a desire to say it since Bessie's
first word had Deen uttered.

*‘Bessic—DMrs. Harland!" eried Drane,
choking with love, rage and other emo-
tions which affiict the young, ~I swear
to you that this is all a hideous mistake.
I have never seen this woman before to-
day, and I don’ eare to see her again
till the day of judgment, on which oc-
casion may she escape her deserts! She
was hanging round my neck for some
insane purpose ‘of her own; sud this
gontleman”"—and Drane softened his
voico and bowed to Mr. Knowles—*por-
sists that hemarried us.” ;

-

v

h&:_.rly upos the sofa.
“But he didn't, you kdow,” cried
Drano, hastening toward her. “He's
near-sighted or something, and she real-
1y married my necktie—oh, give my
word, I don*t know what Fm saying,
but I—I— Bessie, I love youn, God
knows, and overy beat of my heart has
been faithful to you since my eyes first
rested on your face. May—"

“Sir!" cried Rev. Mr. Knowles, in a
voice of thunder. “This is more than I
can permit. Will you make love to an-
other woman before your wife's eyes,
you young villain?"

But this. rebuke fell unheeded, for
Drane's unexpected declaration had
proven too much for Bessie's nerves al-
into a faintnoss, as decp, to all appest”
ances, a8 doath itself. Drane spranp
forward to her side, and Rev. Br
Knowles puttered along after him.
Nellie, too, was moved by the sight of
her former mistress’ pallid face, and sho
bid fair to bo of more real use than
either of the men. But they were all .
in caraest, and so intent upon their task Vo
that they did not see the door open, nor SRS .
did they know that any one had entered S
till a harsh voice sail: *“Lawrente e
Drano, yo.bloomin’ lunatie, Tive got to P -
take yer in!"

Drane turned to confront Jimmy sad
the two policemen. {

[0 DE COXTISUED.

A Reverend Dude.
Mr. Kirke Depew (Sunday morning)
—1 see Rev. Mr. Alban Cope is going to

preach at our church this morning. .
‘Mrs. Depew—Why, im't he 4 ol
high church? i Iy '

stainod-glass lpﬂhﬁlu.;-!‘uck. !

Didn't Know the Comblattion. :
“The ‘Funay Msn' is away this weok. Vg
Let's put somotiriag good in his depart- - AR

ment.¥ “d
“All ¥ight. Tt'would be quite amow
elty. It must be easy to write such
stuff. Whatshall we patin®™
They are still thinking.—West Shore.

it Rapported Him.
“You bave no right to send me upas
a vagrant,” said a lamo boggar to a

te, N
““You havono visibl4 means of sup-
port,” replied the judge. .
“fWhat's the matter with this oruteh?™
—Judge. § iz A fal T




